FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

Major Nicholas of the Kenya Auxiliary Air Unit showed me
round Nairobi air station and later I met Sir Henry Moore, the
Governor, and his wife, who were my host and hostess for the
next three or four days at their delightful Government house.

The Air Force in Kenya was entirely South African except for
the A.O.G. (Sowrey)- and the Auxiliary Air Unit. My first visit
was to Nanyuki with Lieut-Col. Melville in command of No. i
Bomber Brigade which at that time was little more than a wing.
We lunched with No. 12 Squadron, S.A.A.F., under the shade of
some trees by a stream, a tame lion cub and two cheetahs complet-
ing the party. Later we flew on to Archers Post, a well-camouflaged
aerodrome thanks to the flat-topped thorn trees under which the
Battles of No. 11 Squadron were dispersed round the perimeter.
Major Preller, the C.O., had discovered an underground fresh-
water bathing-pool with clean water, near which we had tea in
the officers' mess tent. The South African Air Force was par-
ticularly good in making the best of outlandish surroundings
wherever they found themselves, and they certainly had their work
cut out at some of the airfields in northern Kenya and the Sudan.

Next day we flew to Garissa, the most forward airfield near
the Kenya-Italian Somaliland frontier. Here No. 40 Squadron,
S.A.A.F., was doing humdrum reconnaissance on a rather stag-
nant and featureless front. A few Gladiators were there too, as the
airfield had been bombed recently. Thence we flew "on down the
Tana River to Mombasa and during this trip Colonel Daniels took
over control and flew very low for over 100 miles so that we could
see some of the rhinos and antelopes of various sorts; we watched
them abandon their camouflage background and scatter in all
directions. The rhinos invariably waited until we were almost
directly over them. At Mombasa a detachment from No. 12
Squadron had taken over coastal patrol work from the Kenya
Auxiliary Air Unit. On the return flight to Nairobi, that beautiful
mountain Kilimanjaro was sticking out above a belt of clouds
almost 80 miles away to the south-east.

I met General Dickinson, the Force Commander before Alan
Cunningham arrived. He had two East African and two West
African brigades plus one South African brigade to cover about
850 miles of front against the Italian Banday colonial troops, who
were making persistent raids on the frontier.

To my great satisfaction, I also renewed my acquaintance with
General Baden-Powell and his wife. They were living in a charm-
ing bungalow, annexe to the Outspan Hotel, Nyeri. This grand
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